THE MAGNATES

In telling the stories of his heyday he reverted to the Austrian accent
which he had since almost completely lost.

Simon's attention was only in part calculated. He was, of course,
well aware that hosts are always grateful to a guest who takes trouble
with the Patriarch of the family; but those purple eyelids, drooping
over eyes that had gazed on the faces of the masters of a bygone Europe,
fascinated him too.

"When my father took me to dine for the first time with Prince Met-
ternich.. ."

"What? You actually dined with Metternich!" cried Simon.

"Yes indeed, yes indeed. It all seems very long ago .. . humph ...
because men nearly always die young. But you'll see: when one reaches
my age, one realizes that history is really very short. Two lifetimes
such as mine, placed end to end, take you back to the times of Maria
Theresa... Afterwards, there was a ball and my father had advised
me. .."

It was a long time since the Patriarch had been so lively; but it must
be admitted that it was also a long time since any stranger had shown so
much interest in him.

Noel looked at Simon with a mixture of gratitude and pride; the
Baronne, in the presence of this young man the same age as her son,
wore an expression of gentle sadness.

"I get up every morning at half-past seven. .." said the old man,
replying to a question of Simon's. " I take a cup of tea ,.."

Those rare men who reach or pass their eighth decade become vain of
their age. Like boxers, they pursue, in their fight with death, a daily
routine of training which they like to recount in terms of what they eat.
Baron Siegfried knew that he was a champion in this particular fight;
Simon's admiration flattered him.

As they rose from luncheon, he took the young man aside and said:
"There comes a time when the death of others almost begins to give
one pleasure ... I hope you will reach that stage."

He reflected for a moment, then, in what he thought was a low voice,
asked: "Do you know how Frangois died? This story of an accident, is
it true?"

And he went back to the small drawing-room, quite naturally sup-
porting his disintegrating body on Simon's arm, and saying: "And a
little while before Sadowa, I went to Schonbrunn, I knew what France's
intentions were and there... humph ... I said to the Emperor Franz
Josef: 'Sire...'"

The whole of Siegfried's life seemed to have been spent in warn-
ing crowned heads of the catastrophes that were about to overtake
them.

When the old man put his tongue into his glass to lick up the last
of the yellow Chartreuse, Simon did not turn his eyes away, as guests